that, they will never get so far.' The post was still
being raked by a severe fire, and a corporal of the
52nd had his stripes torn off by a musket-ball.
One corner of Innes' post was held by two men of
the 15th Native Infantry and a little fellow named
Bailey, the son of a native Christian who had been
a captain in the service of the King of Oudh. Seeing
the mutineers taking cover in some huts not five
yards away from the palisade, Bailey began to abuse
them in fluent Hindustani, and they, supposing him
to be one of the loyal sepoys, offered to spare his life
if he deserted.
'Come over to us/ cried one of them, 'and leave
those cursed Europeans, whose mothers and sisters
we have defiled, and whom we shall kill this day.
Come over to us 5 what have you to do with them?
Will you be made a Christian too? Or have you
already lost your caste?'
Take that,' Bailey shouted back, firing his
musket, 'do you think that I have eaten pig's flesh
like yourselves? Do you think that I too shall dis-
grace myself by proving unfaithful to my salt? Take
that, thou son of a dog! Thou whose grandfather's
grave I have dishonoured/
The two loyal sepoys joined in the abuse as they
loaded the muskets for Bailey to fire, until at last
they ran short of ammunition. Bailey did not know
what to do. He could not leave the post himself, nor
could he spare one of the men, while if he shouted
loudly enough to be heard by the main body, the
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